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PRESIDENT'S  MESSAGE 

Well,  it's  CfirisIflMt  «3s!n,  «nd  it's  sure 
Seins  to  b«  seed  ti>  be  <blc  to  steep  in 
for  the  next  2 weeks.  It's  also  going 
to  be  • fine  opportunity  tot  those,  like 
myself,  who  procrestineled  too  much 
te/m  to  catch  up  on  a little 


and  hi. 
none  of. 
way,  not  a 
crippled  "Ti. 
wanted  to.  >. 
family  wa 
full  of  happiness 
ing  their  goose 
family  party  with  the' 
opulent  of  the  land, 
no  word  of  disparagement 
against  anyone  of  dieir  acqi 
The  story  alto  tells  of  ho' 
of  this  season  taached  the  wt 
and  money.grasping  miser,  $ctd 
changed  him  into  a man  of  kln(£ 
genarotily  toward  hit 
more  particularly  toward  the 
unfortunate.  ’ 

In  contrast  to  this,  you  may  l 
the  story  in  Pickwick  Papers  ot 
Grubb,  who  was  a gravedigger  a 
little  More  twilight  one  Christma. 
Gabriel  shouldered ' hit  spade  . . . 
betook  himself  towards  the  old  chur. 
yard,  tor  he  had  a grave  to  finish  before 
next  morning."  He  was  a tour  and  sordid 
individual,  taking  hit  pleasure  out  of  the 
misfortunes  of  others  and  was,  on  this 
occasion,  to  pleated  with  hit  job  and 
so  happy  that  "Ho!  Hoi"  laughed  Gabriel 
Grubb,  ...  "A  coffin  at  Christmas!  A 
X,  Ho!  ho!  ho!”  And  the 

(Cuiicliided  on  Page  4) 


initiative  of  the  Institute, 
of  Professional  Engineers 
have  been  citablishcd  in  eight  of  the  nine 
provitices  of  Canada.  These  organisations, 
through  a system  of  registration  and 
licensing,  control  the  practice  of  engineer- 
ing in  this  country,  and  to  them  much  of 
the  improvement  in  the  conditions  pet- 
(Concluded  on  Page  4) 


and 

way.  At  the 
wilt  again  do 
with  hit  own  inimitable  jive, 
and  talent  scouts  all  over  the  continent 
arc  looking  up  an  extra  special  floor  show 
for  us.  So,  all  in  all,  it  looks  like  a good 
time  tor  everybody  at  only  13.00  pet 
couple. 

In  closing,  on  behalf  of  the  Engineering 
Society  Executive  I would  like  to  with 
you  all  a very  Merry  Christmas  and  a 
Happy  and  Successful  New  Year.  We 
.hope  all  of  you  get  A't  in  all  your  exams, 
and  drat  you  don't  get  too  tick  from  over- 
indulgence  in  Christmas  turkey  and  spirits. 

W.  F.  BRUNDRIT, 

Prtsid.nt. 
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EDITORIAL 

Oh,  see  the  pretty  printing  ! 

What  does  the  pretty  printing  say  ? 

It  says  this  is  an  editorial. 

What  is  an  editorial  ? 

An  editorial  is  advice  in  various  forms. 

Then  why  doesn’t  the  editor  give  some 
advice? 

Because  all  Schoolmen  are  perfect  and 
don’t  need  advice. 


"OUT  OF  THE  BAG" 

Oh  December  3rd,  of  all  th'fe  times, 

Just  at  the  start  of  the  March  of  Dimes, 
The  sport  began,  when  a Medical  yell 
Said  "Dear  old  School  can  go  to  (cen- 
sored.)’’ 

Schoolmen,  as  one,  sprang  to  ‘shun 
And  entered  into  the  spirit  of  fun. 

They  gave  the  Meds  a royal  salute 
With  fingers  spread  and  thumbs  to  snoot. 

The  fight  began  with  Meds  on  the  Hill 
And  School  moving  in  to  make  the  kill. 
An  Engineer  out  late  the  night  before 
Was  the  first  warrior  to  hit  the  floor. 

The  objective  was  the  Medical  flag — 
School  sought  to  get  and  burn  the  rag. 

It  was  like  the  scraps  we  used  to  see 
With  the  President  acting  as  referee. 

The  group  was  a heaving,  seething  mass. 
When  out  flew  a fighter  flat  on  his  ask 
Him  what,  if  you  should  meet. 

And  he  will  say  it  wasn’t  his  feet. 

The  S.P.S.  took  the  upper  hand, 

But,  folks,  that’s  easy  to  understand. 
When  the  Doctors  saw  that  School  was  best 
They  told  their  feet  to  do  the  rest. 

But  not  all  the  Meds  were  put  to  flight. 
School  held  five  captives  of  the  fight. 
Clothing  began  to  dot  the  scenes. 

Five  Meds  stood  there,  without  their  jeans. 

Over  the  crowd  there  fell  a hush, 

And  many  a face  was  seen  to  blush,- 
Then  the  people  laughed  as  if  to  die, 

Tears  were  shed  from  every  eye. 

You  can  well  imagine  each  Medical  face 
For  each  had  undies  trimmed  with  LACE. 

TURK 
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A WORD  ABOUT  THE  COMMITTEE 

School  At-Homes  simply  do  not  just 
happen,  thoush  I can  mention  a few 
around  S.P.S.  who  wish  that  they  did.  So 
to  you,  who  merely  buy  a ticket  and 
attend  the  dance,  it  misht  be  of  interest 
to  know  that  you  are  sampling  the  product 
of  eleven  men’s  ingenuity.  This  brain 
child  was  dreamed  up  over  a period  of 
several  months  and  embodies  all  the 
experience  gained  by  many  years  of 
dance  management.  Some  think  putting 
on  a party  consists  of  hiring  an  orchestra 
and  printing  the  tickets.  It  does  and  It 
doesn’t.  There  is  a dance  committee,  a 
group  of  optimistic  Individuals,  who 
imagine  that  a few  odd  moments  spent 
each  week  will  do  all  that  is  necessary  for 
a fine  formal.  This  happy  crew  is  under 
the  direction  of  the  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee. Naturally,  a chairman  should 
farm  out  all  the  responsibility  possible  to 
the  committee  members.  This  cuts  his  job 
in  half  and  leaves  him  time  for  eating  and 
sleeping.  As  chairman  you  must  also  be 
the  director,  organizer,  peace-maker  and 
father  confessor  of  the  scheme.  Bob  Gundy 
showed  us  how  to  work  twice  as  hard  and 
accomplish  three  times  as  much  in  half 
the  time  we  usually  spent  thinking  about 
starting.  With  Aykroyd  and  Gundy  as 
Vice-Chairman  and  Chairman,  respectively, 
that  committee  really  rolled.  Vice- 
Chairmen  must  be  exceptionally  versatile 
and  know  how  many  men  pulling  on  a 
rope  can  clear  a dance  floor  and  where 
the  best  P.A.  system  in  town  can  be  hired. 

Then  there  was  the  question  of  balancing 
books  and  how  much  to  spend  on  mis- 
cellaneous. A rather  expensive  girl  Is 
miscellaneous.  J.  N.  Dickie  held  the 
purse  strings  and  kept  our  feet  on  the 
ground  when  our  aspirations  soared. 

Ticket  sales  are  also  a problemespeclally 
In  a faculty  of  1,100  men.  J.  S.  Hawken 
found  that  out.  It  isn’t  like  looking  after 
tickets  for  the  blanket  draw  at  Batchewana. 

One  other  item  that  the  At-Home 
Committees  really  do  justice  to  Is  decora- 
tions. In  fact,  we  usually  notice  that  copies 
of  the  At-Home  mural  efforts  continue  to 
bloom  until  a new  set  are  produced.  Jim 
Murray  can  really  fix  up  a Ballroom  with 
less  time  and  money  than  anyone  could 


suspect.  When  the  gang  of  Department  4 
get  together  and  decide  to  give  the  At- 
Home  "the  works’’  it  means  that  short  of 
moving  the  Royal  York  Hotel  up  to  the 
campus,  nothing  Is  impossible. 

Fred  Doty  handled  the  accommodation. 
This,  again,  is  quite  a mysterious  job, 
seeing  who  shall  go  where  and  never 
allowing  paths  to  cross. 

Our  natural  hospitality  demands  a 
special  handling  of  all  delegates  from  less 
fortunate  faculties.  Don  Finlayson  took 
care  of  this  responsibility,  which  is  in 
itself  one  of  the  most  difficult — just  what 
a Meds  man  will  think  of  School  will 
depend  upon  how  he  was  "treated"  at  the 
At-Home. 

Well,  we  decided  that  our  long  prepared 
product  had  to  be  put  on  the  market. 
Jack  Leitch  was  the  man  for  this.  If,  at 
anytime,  Leitch  sells  outboard  motors  in 
the  Sahara  Desert,  don’t  be  surprised. 
Naturally,  we  didn’t  have  to  convince  the 
local  boys  how  good  the  party  would  be, 
but  we  felt  it  was  selfish  to  deny  the  other 
chaps  on  the  campus  the  pleasure  of  being 
able  to  buy  a ticket. 

We  also  had  to  provide  proper  recep- 
tion for  everyone  and  O.  K.  Smith  was 
the  man  for  this.  Don’t  forget  to  see  School 
Nite — an  all  O.  K.  Smith  production  on 
February  6th  at  Hart  House. 

What  did  Brundrit  do?  That  would  be 
more  easily  answered  by  listing  what  he 
did  not  do  to  make  the  At-Home  one  of 
the  best.  The  only  trouble  with  working 
alongside  Bill  is  that  he  is  too  darn  hard 
o keep  up  with. 

Then  there  was  a chap  called  Rounth- 
waite  who  started  under  the  assumption 
that  he  would  do  the  programmes  and 
ended  by  writing  reasons  why  not  to  be 
on  committees.  These  are  as  follows: 

1.  All  life  is  frustration  and  grass. 

2.  Too  few  people  realize  how  true  the 
saying  is  "the  proof  of  the  pudding  is  the 
eating  thereof". 

3.  When  a dance  is  commencing  and 
everyone  is  in  the  mood  for  the  affair,  the 
committee  is  ready  to  be  carted  to  the 
hospital  for  a two-week  rest  cure. 

4.  No  floor  show  is  half  as  good  as  the 
producer  claims  it  to  be  nor  one-half  as 
bad  as  might  be  expected. 


CFTR 


PROGRAMME 


9.00  p.m.  Extra 

No.  1 
No.  2 

No.  3 

No.  4 

No.  5 

11.00  p.m.  Show 

No.  6 

12.15  a.m.  Intermission 

12.45  a.m.  Extra 
No.  7 
No.  8 

No.  9 


No.  10 


PROGRAMME 

No.  11  

No.  12  

No.  13 

3.00  a.m.  God  Save  The  King. 
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QUIET  ENTERTAINMENT 


Women  arc  a funny  race, 

They  curl  their  hair  and  paint  their  face. 
They  chanse  their  styles  so  often  that 
Last  year’s  hat  is  not  a hat. 

They  sleep  all  A.M.,  dance  all  P.M., 
Go  to  games  but  never  see  ’em. 

They  spend  the  stuff  so  very  well, 

The  bills  mount  up  — but  what  the 
heck  ! 

Yet  man,  too,  is  a funny  race. 

He  pays  for  all  this  goldarn  waste. 


There  was  a young  girl  from  Peru, 
Who  decided  her  loves  were  too  few. 
So  she  walked  from  her  door. 

With  a fig-leaf,  no  more,- 

And  now  she’s  in  bed  with  the  ’flu  ! 


Hc:  “Did  you  make  these  biscuits  with 
your  own  little  hands?’’ 

She:  "Yes.  Why?’’ 

He:  “I  just  wondered  who  lifted  them 
off  the  stove  for  you.’’ 


Near  Corner:  Let’s  go  down  and  dance, 
shall  we? 

Far  Corner:  There’s  always  some  darn  fool 
who  wants  to  dance. 


Rastus  had  been  arrested  for  speeding. 
This  was  his  fifth  offence,  and  as  hc  was 
presented  to  the  Judge  hc  muttered 
darkly  under  his  breath.  It  sounded  sus- 
piciously like  an  oath. 

“ ’Peat  that!’’  thundered  the  Judge. 

"Ah  didn’t  say  nothin’,’*  begged 
Rastus. 

“You  did  say  something  and  I want  you 
to  repeat  it  1“ 

“All  Ah  says  was  God  am  de  jedge, 
God  am  de  jedge.” 


A HOOP  SKIRT 

He  whom  the  game  of  poker  cleans. 
In  England,  of  his  shirt  and  jeans, 
if  a barrel 
Is  apparel. 

Must  have  a clothing  coupon 
To  get  something  with  a hoop  on. 


FORM  IS  EVERYTHING 

The  sonnet  is  a form  for  those 
Whose  nerves  are  slightly  comatose. 
But  . . . keep  it  underneath  your 
bonnet  . . . 

This  is  really  not  a sonnet. 


False  quantity: 

When  Sophie  jilted  me  in  search 
Of  other  men  for  trophy. 

It  did  not  leave  me  in  the  lurch — 
I had  my  phil-o-sophy. 


“What's  your  name?” 
“Mary.” 

“No,  I mean  your  full  name.” 
“It's  Mary — empty  or  full.” 


"TEN  KNIGHTS  IN  A 
BALL-ROOM" 

Down  in  the  catacombs  of  an  ancient 
building,  there  exists,  unmolested,  a truly 
bewildering  collection  of  chunks  of  wood, 
paint,  nails,  saw  dust,  plaster  casts,  broken 
chairs,  transits,  charwomen,  and  every 
commodity  which  has  to  do  with  that 
antiquitous  hobby,  modelling. 

But  it  was  from  this  darksome  chasm  of 
confusion  that  there  arose  the  acme  of 
"dynamic  flow"  and  "rhythmic  plasticity". 

Those  amazing  and  awesome  amoebas, 
arranged  artistically  around  this  "some" 
hall  by  an  ambitious  and  amicable  group 
of  artistic  artificers  always  aiming  to  arrest 
attention  by  an  architectural  ability 
asserted  into  the  allied  arts,  have  been 
designed  and  executed  in  these  head- 
quarters of  grime  and  filth.  And  here,  to 
great  personal  risk  and  overcoming,  almost 
Insurmountable,  odds,  the  architects  have 
rescued  from  the  realms  of  squalor  the 
accoutrements  of  these  third  dimensional 
masterpieces  which  adorn  the  walls. 

There  have  been  a few  incidents  which 
bear  relating  in  order  that  these  gems  of 
art  which  you  are  privileged  to  behold 
may  win  the  acclaim  which  is  rightfully 
theirs. 

It  seems  that  at  the  outset,  a very 
ambitious  committee  planned  a revolution- 
ary scheme  for  dolling  up  the  ballroom 
which  Included  some  live  stock,  a member 
of  the  architectural  staff  called  Blondie, 
and  a number  of  articles  which  it  was  felt 
would  add  third  dimensional  qualities  to 
the  design.  The  group  was  detailed  to 
obtain  a medium-sized  horse,  the  un- 
fortunate equus.  They  set  out  under  the 
protective  light  of  dawn  and  took  up  a 
position  on  the  Avenue  Road  subway  just 
north  of  Canada  Bread.  Here  they  waited 
for  the  prey,  punctuating  their  cold  stay 
with  intermittent  slugs  of  "kickapoo  joy 
juice" — ancient  recipe  used  by  the  horse 
thieves  of  old,  consisting  of  creme  de 
menthe,  black  diamond  juice,  and  Sea- 
gram’s 83,  in  equal  quantities.  Un- 


fortunately, by  the  time  the  first  bun-buggy 
wended  north,  our  heroes  were  having 
trouble  with  the  block  and  tackle  lassoo, 
with  which  they  Intended  to  haul  dobbin 
away  from  the  driver  and  steal  silently 
away,  snatching  at  local  flagpoles  for  a 
possibility  of  an  anchor  post.  We  wired 
Borden,  In  the  direction  of  which  the 
yellow  carpet  seemed  to  be  sailing.  Two 
Harvard  trainers  were  able  to  overtake  the 
Baker  boy  who  was  suffering  from  exposure 
but  very  relieved  to  be  saved  In  time  to 
make  the  party  to-night. 

After  a successful  journey  to  the  R.Y. 
the  hanging  of  the  decorations  commenced. 
This  was  a fatiguing  and  back-breaking  job, 
which  took  the  whole  day  to  accomplish. 
On  its  completion,  your  committee  called 
in  some  of  the  R.Y.  staff  to  give  a criticism 
and  preview  of  our  work.  The  first  man 
questioned  was  the  head  chef.  "Vot  is 
dot?"  he  asked,  directing  a greasy  finger 
at  the  nearest  amoeba.  When  told  what 
it  was  he  still  held  a puzzled  countenance. 
"Vot  iss  dis  jonk  on  der  top  placed?" 
Our  powers  of  explanation  seeming  in 
vain,  the  chef  withdrew  in  utter  confusion. 

The  next  member  of  the  staff  was  Mr. 
Eisenburgh,  the  convention  manager.  His 
only  comment  as  he  viewed  one  of  our 
efforts  was  "you  med  the  pents  too  long!" 

With  the  rest  of  the  comment,  it  became 
more  and  more  evident  that  the  public 
were  not  grasping  our  aim.  We  left  the 
hotel  in  hopes  that  our  educated,  engineer- 
ing contemporaries  will  find  the  decora- 
tions amusing  and  entertaining. 

Yours  for  a pleasant  evening  with  some 
lucky  chicken/  you  lucky  boy. 

McNISH. 

• 

The  poem  WHY  NOT  TO 
MARRY  AN  ENGINEER,  used 
as  the  theme  of  the  decorations 
comes  from  Shakeloose  (North- 
western News). 


PATRONS  AND  PATRONESSES 


PRESIDENT  AND  MRS.  H.  J.  CODY 
DEAN  AND  MRS.  C.  R.  YOUNG 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  R.  W.  ANGUS 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  J.  W.  BAIN 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  R.  R.  McLAUGHLIN 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  W.  J.  T.  WRIGHT 
PROFESSOR  AND  MRS.  C.  G.  WILLIAMS 
LIEUT.-COLONEL  AND  MRS.  W.  S.  WILSON 


COMMITTEE 

J.  R.  GUNDY 
M.  J.  AYKROYD 
J.  N.  DICKIE 
J.  HAWKEN 

C.  F.  T.  ROUNTHWAITE 
J.  A.  MURRAY 

F.  L.  DOTY 
J.  M.  LEITCH 

D.  G.  FINLAYSON 
O.  K.  SMITH 

W.  F.  BRUNDRIT 


